MINNIE : Anything in it ?
SARAH : Yes, sovereigns.
MINNIE : Chocolate ones ?
SARAH : No, gold ones.
MINNIE : How many ?
SARAH : Fifty.

MINNIE : Have you counted them ?
SARAH : No. And you're a nasty disagreeable
old curmudgeon, and you're not to tease him.
Oh, Tom ! A dress ! (And she lifts from the box
a splendour of pink velvet, cream lace, and pale blue
bows, her eyes gleaming brighter at each new glory
revealed.} Oh, Tom dear I (She hugs him and she
hugs him.} Mr. Moonlight ! Darling Mr. Moon-
light !   Darling   Mr.  Moonlight !   (And   MR.
MOONLIGHT holds her close.} What made you ?
TOM : I just had an idea.
SARAH : Oh, Tom ! Here, Minnie, undo me.
(She presents her back.}

EDITH : For goodness' sake, what are you going
to do?

SARAH : Try it on.
EDITH : Here ?

MINNIE : And why not here ? He's her husband,

isn't he ?

[By now her frock is about her feet, and, as she
steps out, even the most tolerant of us can scarce
forbear to smile. Those layers of stiff silk petticoats,
and at least one of them purple silk ! The frothy lace
billowing above corsets so relentless that her plump
little figure resembles nothing so much as an hour-
glass ! }
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